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meter at sixty below—the wind then had cut like
this, but one could always dive back again into a
well-heated compartment.
Once we had reached mid-river, we were above
water where the current ran most strongly, against
the curve of the further bank. Here the ice was broken
into huge slabs, piled around like the ruins of
masonry. At the edge of some of these slabs there
were ominous cracks. And only a few hundred yards
downstream was the edge of the floe, from which
large sections would disappear with a grinding roar
every minute, to emerge a moment later surprisingly
far down the brown current. I was unpleasantly
conscious of the volume of water that must be passing
beneath our feet; and of the speed with which it ran
between these hills.
Li was now leading the way, and we followed him
in a straggling file, bent against the wind which blew
dust and dry snow into our faces. But on the other
side we missed the path and came up against rocky
cliffs. We had cut direct across the river, instead of
slanting upstream. And none of us was especially
anxious to retrace his steps.
We could see where the path ran, high up along the
side of the hills. There was nothing for it but a climb.
Li was the hero of that episode. Somehow he
managed to find a way up the cliff and to get our
larger baggage passed up. Miao, who was not an
athlete, proved to be as clever as a cat on the rocks.
When we finally reached the path and looked down
on the rather terrifying gulf beneath us, we felt that
celebrations were in order. At last we were in Shensi.
We were all drenched in sweat, despite the bitter
wind. Li sat on the bedding-roll and mopped his long

